In Praise of the Uranian 


It is men we as uranians seek as friends, companions, lovers, for the heat of their 
bodies, for the joy their presence brings us, for the silly escapades we may 
undertake together. The type of affections we so foster are pure, deep, affectionate, 
we are motivated to form such bonds by much more than pure bodily attraction. 


What marks us as uranian, and indeed our style as uranian, is a pursuit of areté and 
strength in both ourselves and our partners, manifest as this is in a love for 
honourable men, beautiful men, wise men. Feminine or masculine, young or 
mature, rich or poor, it is our passion and often need for excellence through 
maleness that defines and unifies us, a longing to be with and of the gods, to be at 
the summit of Mount Olympus with our physical and psychic ability. 


Perchance we may take a lover who is older than us, whose successful career and 
financial standing may give us some stability in our tumultuous exploring of life, 
whose body is wrought with the markings of the exeatic, whose mind is overflowing 
with the bittersweet nectar of wisdom. 


Perchance we may take a lover who is younger than us, whose innocence and 
naiveté is a recalling to such a time in our own lives, whose youthful and beautiful 
body we marvel at, whose mind bears the emerging blossoms of creativity. 


Perchance we may take a lover of our own age, to grow and change through the 
throes and pleasures of life together, to die in the arms of our partner after our 
bodies have withered away, to hone our minds so that we may leave a legacy that 
will persist beyond our own short existence. 


Despite centuries of oppression and erasure, of the threat of death for existing as 
we are, throughout thousands of years we have held positions of nobility and 
honour, for among the finest of our uranian kind are often the finest among all men, 
all of mankind. Deeply emotional and creative men such as Leonardo da Vinci, 
Shakespeare, Michelangelo, intellectual pioneers such as Plato, Socrates, and 
Foucault, and paragons of courage and masculinity such as the Sacred Band of 
Thebes, Alexander the Great, and Hadrian. 


As cupbearers of culture we become as Ganymede, as heroes we become as 
Heracles, and in the gods themselves we manifest as Eros, indeed it is in our nature 
to be of the gods, being the namesake of Aphrodite Urania she embodies the deep 
and Spiritual love that us uranians truly seek. A passion, a need, for the mind of 
another, for a symbiosis of souls that may propel us to be far better men together 
than alone. 


The eye of a tornado, force and destruction unfolding to reveal a softness, a 
calmness, a brimming passion that only we may see in each other. Our Fire, tended 
to by a kindred flame, a true equal who we may immolate ourselves upon, purify 


ourselves through, a man who would sacrifice his life for our own, and a man who 
we would sacrifice our own lives for, a fusion that burns brightly and gloriously as to 
venerate Apollo himself. 


It is with them, our male lovers, that our scars and vulnerabilities are laid bare, that 
we bandage our physical and psychic wounds through reciprocal touch. There is no 
facade or role to play into, no need to hide our true selves, no secrets that are kept, 
we are marvelously naked, indeed we revel in our nakedness, the delicateness that 
we may Share together, the arousal of body and mind that may, with careful and 
painstaking cultivation, become a gateway to something greater. 


However the average man, homosexual or heterosexual, is weak, he is totally 
dominated by some desire, having no sense of honour or empathy, chasing some 
mirage of machismo rather than the effortless existence that imbues our brethren. 
It is in these men that real weakness is revealed, through how easy it is to invade 
and control their minds, their worlds crumble when faced with genuine conflict, they 
have no real fortitude, no experience of withstanding turmoil. Some whiff of 
prospect, of money, of sex, of fame, and their minds are gone. 


It is also within these men that degenerate masculinity rears its ugly head. Like 
boys they need for dominance and power, to reassure themselves of their fragile 
egos, that they are truly in control. A partner to them on an unconscious level is 
simply a means, someone to provide them with sex, to offload their emotional 
burdens onto, to nurture and baby them, a degeneracy so manifest in modern 
hookup culture and the obsession with pornography. 


They keep to their games because of their weakness, their real fragility, as their 
entire identity is centred on a bastardised version of what a man truly is, merely 
some savage embodiment of raw physical ability rather than the intelligent 
gentleman. There is no refinement and culture, no evolution within them, indeed 
they are no better than the mutts we may keep as pets. 


Such weakness is a far graver sin than any lack of physical strength. For we are not 
brutes, it is the refinement of men that we crave and seek, far more than any bodily 
ability or characteristic we desire the pursuit of excellence in all areas, an excellent 
mind, a physis of excellence, an essence that is so lacking in the modern world due 
to the average mundane man, such a mundanity that we as uranians could never 
tolerate. 


An Ode to Aphrodite Urania 


Leaves of Grass, pansies indulge 
in the gentle dew of moon. 
The love that dare speak its name. 


Firm hands refrain to tender 
touches, a soft, inflamed kiss. 
Fire igniting fire. 


Lain upon cold earth, petals 
scattered by a lone rose tree. 
Tasting the half-bitten peach. 


Sweet flags caught in a slight breeze, 
pulsing, throbbing needily. 
Caressed by a florist’s hand. 


Shot by Eros' arrow, sweat 
beading on their exposed skin. 
Exchanging lavender stalks. 


Bourgeoning, climbing towards 
Zenith, volatile passions. 
The ecstasy of Hermes. 


Longing, for you, my heart may 
combust, your somber absence. 
My Mr W.H 
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